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ThtTragedieof Hamlet. 


Without the which we arePi£hjrcs,ormGercBeafts*- 

Laft* and a* much containing as all thefe,* 

Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 

Kccpes on his wonder, kecpes himfclfe in cloudy 

And wants not Buzzers loiofeft his care 

Withpeftilenc Speeches of his Fathers death, 

Where in neceffirie of matter Beggard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 

In eare and earc* O my deere Gertrude, this 9 

Like to a murdering peece mutiny places* 

Giues me fuperfluous death* ANeifemikin* 


Enter a Mejfengefc 
Alacke a what noy fe is this t 
King. Where are my Svti&urs ? 
let them guard the doorc. What is the matter ? 

Mefi. Saueyour felfe,my Lord, 
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 
Eates not the Flats with more impittious haftd 
Then young Laertes* in a Riotous head, 
Ore-bearcs your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props of cuery word s 
They cry choofe we ? Laertes fhall be King* 
Caps, h and s> and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes &all be King* Litems King. 

How checrefully on the falfeTraile they cry, 
Oh this is Counter you fallc Danifh Doggcs* 
Noifi within t ' Enter Laertes. 
Ring* The doores are broke, 
Laer* Where is the King s firs f Stand you all without, 
Alt* No, let's come in, 
I L*er t I pray you glue me Icaue. 
nAl* We will j we wilL 
Laer. Ithankeyou : Keepe the doorc* 1 
Oh thou vil tie King, giueme my Father. 
Qtt. Xalmely good Laertes. 
Laer* That drop of blood 3 that calmes 
Proclaimes me Baflard : 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen hecre bet weenc the cb afte vnfmirched brow 
Of my true Mother, 

King* What is the caufe Laertes^ 
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-tike? 
Let him go Gertrude : Do not fearc our perfon s 
There's fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, v 
ThatTreafon can butpeepe to what it would, 
A$s little of his wilh TcllmcLames* 
Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Speakeman, 
Laer* Where's my Father f 
King* Dead. 

But not by him. 
King* Let him demand his fill, 
Laer* How came he dead ? He not be TuggePH whh- 
To hell Allegeance : Vcwes.to the blackeft dwell. 
Confciencc and Grace, to the profoutideft Pit, 
I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand, 
That both the worlds I glue to negligence, 
Let come what comes :oneiy lie be reueng\j 
Moft throughly for my Father, 
King, Who fliall ftay you? 
laer* My Will, not all the world, 
And for my meaner lie husband them fo w*ll, 
They fhall go farre with little. 


King. Good Laertts% 
If you defirc to know the temjntie 
Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your M 
ThatSoop-ftakc you will draw bothl^JS' ' 
Winner and Looter. na 

Laer, None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then. 
Leu To his good Friends, thus wide He one'n. 
And like thekinde Lifc-rend'ring Politician ^ ^ 
Repa ft them with my blood* 1 

King* Why now you fpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman 
That lam guildeffe of your Fathers death \ 
And am bieA fen fib Je in grecfe for it 
It fliall as leucll to your I udgement pierce 
As day do's toyour eye, 

A mifi within. Ltther^min 
Enter Ophelia, mm * 
Laer. How now? what no j fe is that? 
Oh heate dric vp my Braines, teares feuen t\ ms fa r t 

Burneouttheicnceand Vertueofmineeye 1 

By Hcaucn.thymadncffeniallbepayedbJwaiehr 
Till our Scale zumt* the beame, Oh Rofc rfMw ' 
Deere Maid, kind e Sifter, fweet Ophelia 1 
OhHeauens, is 3 tpoffible,ayong Maids wits 
Should be as mortal! a* an old mans life? ' 
Nature is fine in Loue^and where 'tis fine 
It fends fome precious inftance of it felfc* 
After the thing it loues* 

Of ht. Thy fare him tare fa'drntheBier 
Hey nan nonjfimyjwy neny ; 

And on his gram mines many ateare f 
Fare ym weM my Time* 

Laer* Had'fi thou thy wi ts, anddidttperfmdcRe. 
uenge,it could not moue thus, 

Ophe* Youmufl fingdownea^downc, sndyoimll 
him a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheele become* hi Itis 
the Talfe Steward that ftolc his matters daughter, 

JUer> This nothings more then matter. 

Ofht* There's Rofeowty, that's for Retncaibrauiw. 
Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies, thatV fet 
Thought?. 

Laer. A document inmadneffe, thought! & mm- 
brance fitted, 

Opfe.Therc's Fenneil for you, and Columbines: thci's 
Rew foryoujandheere^fomeforme. Wee may call it 
Hcrbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you mufl w^re your Rew 
with3;diflfercnce. There's aDayfie, I i^ould glue you 
fome Violets, but they wither'd all when my, Father dy- 
ed ; They fay, he made a good end j 

For bonny fweet Rebi* it all my j&y m 
Lmrs Thought, and A fflliftion, Pillion, Hell it felfi; 
She turncs to Fauour, and to prettincfTe, 

Ophe. Andwillhenetcmeagmt% 
utnd will he net come agawe : 1 
Ne noM u deadyge t& thy Dcath-ied* 
He setter ml ccme tigaine* 
3fi h 'Beard as white & Snm^ 
A II Flaxen wmhu Pole ; 
He u g&nejhe Ugone y andwe €afi wvne* 
G rawer ey tin his Swle, 
And of all Chriflian Soules^ Ipray God. 
God buy ye. fxemt 
Laer. DoyoufeethiSjyouGods? 
King* Laertesjl muft common with your'gtwfc> 
Or yeu deny me righti go but apart, ^ 
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Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, 

Afld they fliall heare and iudgeVwixt you and me 5 • 

jf by direct ot by Colaterall hand 

They findevs toueb'd, we will our Kingdorne giue^ 

OurCEowne,our Lifejandall that we call Ours 

^oyouinfatisfaflSon, But if not, 

gey 011 content to lend your patience to vs, 

£ U d we fhallioyntiy labour with your foule 

-jo giue ic due content, 

Lacr* Let this be fo; 
Bis meanes of death, his obfeure buriall; 
KoTrophee ? Sword t nor Hatchment o T re his bones, 
jsjo Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as *twere from Heauen to Earth-j 
Xhat I muft call in queftion. 

King* So you fhall ; 
And whereth'ojffenceis, let the great A^e fall 
1 pray you go with me, JExtrnt 

Enter Horatia^with an Attendant* 

Hora* What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Sir* S^ylors fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 

Hot, Let them come in, 
I do not know from what part of the world 
ifliould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet* 
Enter Say lor 0 

S#y* Godbleffc you Sir, 

H&r. Let him blefle thee too. 

Say* Hce fliall Sir, and't pleafehim. There's a Letter 
for you Sir : It comes from th'Arnbaffadours that was 
bound for England, ifyour name be H&rath^ as I am let 
iq know it is. 

Meads the Letter. 

HOratio^ When thotiflidt hme ouer!ovl£d this^gitfe theji 
Felhmsfomeme&testQthe King; Thy ham Letters 
fir him* Sre weweretw&dayes eld at Sea f a Pjrttte ef very 
fFarltcke appointment gam vs Choc*. Finding mr films too 
flaw ofSaile, we put on a compelled F dour. In the raffle ^ I 
k&rded them : On the inflant they got clears of our Shippe s fo 
I alone became their Pri finer* They hme dealt with mee l hke 
Theeaes ofUHerey 3 but they knew what they did. I am to d&e 
figoodtwtie for them** Let the King haue the Letters I haue 
fwti and repaire thou to me with as much haft as than wonldeft 
fjedeath, I haue words to fpeake in your eare } mil make thee 
inmbe^yet are they rnmh too light for the hre of the Matter, 
Theft good Fellowes will bringthee where I am. Rofincrance 
dffiiGuildenfterne;, hold their courfi for England* Of them 
Ihmemnch to tell thee 3 Farewell. 

He that thon knowefi thine % 
Hamlet, 

Come", I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 

And do J t the fpeedier t thatyoumay ; direftnie 

To him from whom you brought them. Exit * 

Enter King and Laertes* 
King.Now muft your, confeieuce my acquittance feal, 
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, 
Sitjh you haue heard, and with a knowing eare f 
That he which hath your Noble Father flaine, 
PucfuGt! my life. 

Jum\ It well appeares. Battel! me, 
Why .you proceeded not agamft thefe feates, 
So crm:)cfijli,and fo Capital! in Nature, 
As by y our Safety, Wiicdome.ali things clfe, 


You mainly were ftirr'd vp? 

King. Ofor twofpeciallReafons, 
Which may toy oti (perhaps) fecmcmuch vndnnowed, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liucs aim oft by his lookes x and for my felfr, 
My Venue or m y Plague, be it either which, 
She's fo coniunfttue to my life and fou!e; 
That ai the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motiue, 
W hy to a publike count I might not go f l 
Is the great loue the geoerall gender bearchimj 
Who dipping all his Faults in .cheif afFeftion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conucrt his Gyues to Graces, So that my Arrowes 
Too (lightly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 
Would haue reuerted to my Bow againc, 
And not where I had arrn'd them.. 

Laer. And fo !saue I a Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter drinen into defperatc tearmcs, 
Who wasfifpraifcs may gobackcagajner) 
Stood Challenger on. mount of alt the Age 
For her perfections. Butmy reuengc will come* 

'King, Breake not your (leepes for that, 
You muft not thinkc 

That we are made of ftufFe, fo'flar, and dull, 
That we can let our Beard beft>ookc with danger, 
And thinke it paftime. You fhortly fhall hcaic more^ 
I lou'd your Father j and we loue our Selfe, 

And that! hope will teach you toiniagine^— 

Enter a UPfepn^er, 
How now? What Ne wes? 

Ttfefi Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This coy one 
Maiefty : this to the Queene* 

King* From Hamlet f Who brought them ~t u 

LMef Saylors my Lord they fa y ? I faw them not ; 
They were giuenmeby CUndio^ he receiu'd thetil \ 

King* Laertes you (ball heare them : 
Leaue rs. Exit Mef[en^er 

High and Mighty > joh fhall know I am fit xakfdw ymr 
Kingdorne* To morrow fl?all I begge leans to fie yottr Kingly 
Eyes, when 1 fhall (firfl atktngyaur Pardon t fyreunt 0) re- 
count ttiQccafions of my fodawe t andm$re fiPdnge ^tm-ne\ 

Hamlet* 

What fliould thismeane? Are all the reft come back.e? 
Or is it fome abufe? Or no fuch thing ? 
Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kin, 3 Th\Hamkts Gharafter', naked and in apoft. 
fcript here he fayes alone ; Cati you adtufc me f 

Laer* I'm loft in it my Lord; but let him come, 
It watmes the very ficknefle in my heart, 
That I (hall liue and tell him to his teeth; 
Thus diddeft thou. 

Km. If it be fo Laerteses how ftould it be fo : 
Howotherwife willyou beruTdby me? 

Laer* If fo youl not o'rcruJc me to a peace* 

Kin. To thine owne peace: ifhebenowreturnM, 
As checking at his Voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to vndertake it£ I will workc him 
To an expfoyt nowiripe in my Dcuice, 
Voder the which heibaH not choofe but fall; 
And forhis death no windt: of blame fhall breathy 
But euen his Mother fhall vncharge thepraftice, 
And call it accident: Some two Monthcs hence 
Here was a Gentleman of ' Normandy, 
I'uefceoc my fclfc,and fem'j ags'mft thcFrencti, 
And ihcy ran wcHonHoricbacke; but this -Gdfant 

Had 
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